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To the memory 

of 

My Father 

OSCAR EDWARD VAN ZILE 

** Great of heart, magnanimous, courtly, 
courageous." 

"The work an unknown good man has done is like a 
vein of water flowing hidden underground, secretly 
making the ground green." 
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^^And lo a blade for a KnighVs emprise 
Filled the fine empty sheath of a man — 
And the Duke grew straightway brave 
and wise. 

He looked at her^ as a lover can; 
She looked at him as one who awakes : 
The past was a sleep and her life began. ^^ 
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^^Payeinge yerelye one redd rose at 
the Feaste of Sainte John Baptiste. '' 
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It was at the last Feaste of Sainte John 
Baptiste that Jane Armitage herself 
brought her father's yearly rental of one 
red rose, and, although she tarried but a 
moment, her brown eyes and wavy hair 
are ever before me. 

I had just turned twenty-one, and un- 
til that time Malham had taken the rose, 
with every other rental, while I had been 
well pleased to have three meals a day 
and a bed to sleep on. 

A cm'ious rent surely, one red rose, an^ 
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10 THE KING'S WARD 

often as I wandered over the moors I 
would try to solve the mystery. 

John Goldsboroughy faithful John, al- 
most my only friend, told me that my 
great grandfather had loved Jane Armit- 
age's great grandmother, and that an 
Armitage should hold Norton Hall for 
ninety years, ^'payeinge yerelye one redd 
rose at the Feaste of Sainte John Baptiste 
at the Altar of Sainte John Evangeliste." 

I could look for only one more rose, as 
the last year of the ninety would end in 
June. 

As I pondered over these things the 
face of Jane Armitage always came be- 
fore me, and I would wonder if, when the 
old hall should again come into the pos- 
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session of the Norton family, she would 
be its chatelaine. In fancy I could see 
her standing under the Norton arms, in 
the great hall with the carved oak panels, 
and I registered a vow that to no other 
woman would I give the right to reign in 
the home of my ancestors. 

It was a mid October night in the year 
1536, four months after the Feaste of St. 
John Baptiste. I was dreaming of Lan- 
castrian roses, not those of York, when 
I found myself suddenly wide awake 
with every sense alert. 

A light shone through the half open 
door and the sound of voices in earnest 
conversation came to me. 

One I recognized as that of Malham 
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12 THE KING'S WARD 

who, thank God, was no longer my guar- 
dian, for a meaner man never lived. 
They told me that the King was my guar- 
dian and Malham his representative, but 
had his majesty known the baseness of 
his servant it would have been better for 
me. 

Malham's voice was rasping and J felt 
the old physical sensation of fear as he 
said, "The lad will do as I tell him, he 
known the moors as you know London. 
You say Lady Eleanor is in retreat at 
Bolton Priory, is four days the limit, 
what does your proclamation say ? " 

A younger man stepped forward from 
the fireplace and read from a paper in his 
hand, "Unless Skipton Castle submits 
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the Lady Eleanor shall be held with her 
ladies as hostages for three days and on 
the fourth day they shall be violated and 
enforced with knaves under the walls." 

**Well," Malham said, ** Charles can. 
show you a dozen different ways from 
here to the castle, as for me I never could 
find my way across the moors." 

**But," said the other voice, **he is the 
King's ward, will he dare to guide us ? " 

Malham laughed low and I hated him 
more bitterly than ever when he said, 
** the King's ward, yes — but he will obey 
me.'' 

I crept softly from my bed and looked 
through the door. With a gasp that was. 
almost a cry, I saw the great Robert 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



14 TEE KING'S WARD 

Aske himself; he who stood at the head 
of a hundred thousand insurgents, and 
I— I was to lead them over the moors to 
lay siege to the Earl of Cumberland. 

How could I warn the Earl and help 
save the Lady Eleanor ? 

Quickly and quietly, knowing that it 
was for life or death, I drew on my 
clothes, took down my petronel and 
climbing out on the window ledge dropped 
to the ground. Would I have time or op- 
portunity to wake John and get two 
horses from the stables before the confer- 
ence had ended ? 

Fortunately the man was a light sleeper 
and with few words I made him under- 
stand our danger. 
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THE KINO* 8 WARD 15 

Malham's horse was already saddled, 
and we threw trappings on my own bay, 
then led them as quietly as possible out 
on the grass. 

A company of insurgents must be near 
the hall, so we dropped down into the 
ravine back of the stable and bore off 
toward Skipton Castle. Living, as I did, 
in the dower house instead of Norton 
Hall, it was an easy matter for us to 
reach the road outside the town. We 
had covered perhaps a third of our jour- 
ney, when the figure of a man loomed 
up out of the darkness, and I caught the 
colors of the insurgents. Quicker than 
thought I was on him, and the struggle for 
life or death was short, sharp and silent. 
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16 THE KING* 8 WARD 

For an instant I waited, breathless, 
hearing the thud— thud of his body as it 
rebounded down the precipice into the 
stream. 

It was the first time I had killed a man, 
and I turned sick and giddy when I saw 
by the light of the moon a red streak on 
my sleeve. 

**May I ask Master Charles where we are 
going over the moors, in the dead of 
night ?" asked John, in an injured tone. 

I told him as much as was necessary 
for him to know, and reminding him that 
he would not only have to give an ac- 
count of himself to the King, but also to 
my Uncle Robert, who had been groom 
of the chamber since the Field of the 
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Cloth of Gold, we took a pull at our flasks 
and hurried on as rapidly as possible. 

It was necessary to reach the castle 
before daybreak, and it would take hard 
riding to cover our roundabout way over 
the moors. There was just one light 
streak in the east when we skirted the 
towers of the castle and fastened our 
horses under a projecting rock. 

How we were to enter the castle was a 
problem. 

There were no insurgents in sight, but 
the smoke of camp fires could be seen in 
the distance. 

My cousins, the Saviles, and the 
Strangeways, being among the insur- 
gents, would make my allegiance to Clif- 
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18 TEE KING' a WARD 

ford all the more noticeable. What if 
the father of the present earl had said 
that he was of "an ungodly and un- 
gudely disposition. '' The nut brown maid 
had loved him well, and then did he not 
build for his son's wife, the lovely Lady 
Eleanor, the beautiful long gallery. 

We could see lights in the windows of 
the octagonal room at the top of the 
great tower, and I hoped against hope 
that the Lady Eleanor had been safely 
conducted from Bolton Priory to the cas- 
tle. Feeling almost safe we cams from 
under the shadow of the tower, and at 
the same moment a mounted company 
galloped out of the forest. 

There was only time to stand with our 
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backs to the wall prepared to sell our lives 
dearly, when to my great I joy recognized 
the leader, Christopher Aske, cousin of 
the Earl. 

He it was who, when his brother urged 
him to join the insurgents replied, *'I 
will be hewn in gobbets rather than stain 
my allegiance.'' 

A parley was held with the keeper of 
the entrance and immediately the draw- 
bridge was lowered so that we all might 
cross to the courtyard. 

We were met with a royal welcome for 
that very day many of the Earl's retinue 
had left the castle and joined the insur- 
gents, leaving only eighty souls, all told, 
in the castle. 
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20 THE KING* a WARD 

The great yew tree waved us a welcome, 
and even now, I never see it without think- 
ing of that night when Jane Armitage — 
but that comes later. 

A noble fire was blazing in the hall 
where a long table was laid with roasts of 
beef and saddles of mutton, and we laid to 
right heartily, for an all night ride over 
Bumbald's moor is conducive to good ap- 
petite. 

It was useless to try and save Lady 
Eleanor before the darkness of another 
night, so I bided my time before speaking 
of her danger until I could determine who 
would know best what to do. 

Then I, Charles Norton, gent, threw 
myself down near the fire, and, too ex- 
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cited to sleep^ the years of my life passed 
before me like the scenes in a play. 

My first memory was of my grandfather, 
for my father died before I was born. 

I know I could just reach up to the 
table when they brought the old man in 
from the hunting field, his body rigid but 
his mind as clear as crystal. I heard him 
say to Goldsborough, and the words stuck 
in my memory, although there was no 
sense in them, then, to me, '' look after the 
boy, John, he is the son of his father, 
thank God, but he is also the son of his 
mother, God help him." 

**Tbat night he died, and when I go 
to the altar of St. John Evangeliste to re- 
ceive my red rose, I turn to the left to 
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22 THE KING'S WARD 

avoid stepping on the stone which coveiB 
his body. 

Of my mother I have no memory ; she 
left me, so they tell me, when I was three 
years old, but why and wherefore, I have 
never asked. Whether she is living or 
dead, I know not. After my grandfather's 
death, being sole heir to his great estate, 
I became the ward of the King. This 
meant that the King had a right to all 
my income during my minority ; his only 
obligation to bring me up, and educate 
me. 

Surely he needed the money more than 
I, and I suppose his affairs of state made 
it impossible for him to look after his 
many wards, so I, like the others, was sold 
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to the highest bidder^ one John Browne 
who was called my *^ Committea'^ 

He was a kindly man, allowing me to 
do much as I pleased, and with an occas- 
ional visit to my Uncle Mauger, the Prior 
of the Carmelite Friars at York, I had a 
pleasant but lawless boyhood. I was fond 
of being alone, and would spend hours 
finding new paths over the moors, with no 
companions but my hound or my falcon. 

Browne died when I was fourteen, and 
then came Malham, the man without a 
heart, the man whose very smile was a 
menace. Of the years with him, the least 
said the better. 

Perhaps I should thank him for my 
prowess in wrestling, for with the feel- 
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24 TEE KING'S WARD 

ing that eventually we should try our 
strength^ I used every means to perfect 
myself in the noble exercise. 

Of women I knew little — only what 
John Groldsborough would tell me when 
we sat over a winter fire or when resting 
after a middday meal on the moors. My 
mother I knew nought of — the Lady 
Eleanor had called me a '^ handsome strip- 
ling/* but the glance of Jane Armitage's 
brown eyes had inflamed my heart, and 
even now it beats faster as her face comes 
before me. 

I must have fallen asleep at last, for the 
sun was shining high in the heavens when 
I looked again upon the shield over the 
fire place. 
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Within ten paces stood Christopher 
Aske — his height must have been six feet 
f onr^ and as he faced the Earl^ his noble 
face was alight with beauty. " Yes," he 
was saying, " there are sixty thousand in 
arms and forty thousand in harness, and 
this is the last castle in Yorkshire to 
stand for the King, but, my kinsman, we 
will hold it against the traitors." 

As he turned from the Earl I got near 
him and purposely dropped my lance. 

*'Ha!" he said, "would you trip on 
your own weapon, boy 1 " and looking at 
me waited until I bent to pick it up. As 
I brushed his ear, I said, " The Lady Elea- 
nor is in danger, let me speak to you 
alone." His face grew very grave, but 
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apparently unheeding he turned away. 
Cut to the quick at the rebuff I turned on 
my heel and went out into the c5ourt- 
yard — 

In an instant Aske had followed me and 
we were soon talking earnestly under the 
yew tree. 

When I had finished my tale he pon- 
dered thoughtfully for a moment^ then 
said^ ^^ skirting parties are scouring this 
part of the country, surrounding the cas- 
tles and demanding every lord, knight 
and gentleman to mount and join or have 
their property destroyed. I don't know 
this part of the country, and if I am cap- 
tured what will become of Lady Eleanor, 
and she is not alone — her child is with her, 
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besides her cousin, Katherine Tempest, 
and Jane Armitage." At that name I 
hesitated no longer— I wanted to save the 
others, I wovld save her or perish with 
her. 

I know the way, I cried, to Bolton Pri- 
ory — not one way but a dozen, and I can 
take you there without danger of meeting 
a soul. Surely if there is fighting to be 
done at the end, we can risk our lives in 
no holier cause. He smiled indulgently as 
he said, ** hold fast boy, I am not a coward, 
but every precaution must be taken so 
that we defeat not our own ends— dare 
you take a risk ? We must in some man- 
ner get word to them that to-night after 
twelve we will come for them— will you 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



28 THE KING'S WABI) 

take this message ? " No one was better 
prepared for this mission than I for I knew 
every path in the West Riding, and I had 
in mind a way which would bring me to 
the Priory in such a manner that, if I had 
good luck, I could warn them even if I 
lost my life in rescuing them later. Leav- 
ing word with faithful John who knew 
the moors as well as I, that he was to take 
orders from Christopher Aske and follow 
him on any expedition I stole quietly out 
of the castle. 
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" Let there be 
In Bolton on the field of Wharf y 
A stately Priory ! 

The stately Priory was reared; 
And Wharf e as he moved along j 
To matins joined a mournful voice. 
Nor failed at evensong^ 
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CHAPTER n 

" There face by face and hand by hand 
The Glaphams and Mauleverers stand; " 

The Canons had deserted their cell at 
Embsay and were in the sheltering walls 
of the Priory, so I had determined to go 
by that route, and if it was, as I beHeved, 
out of the path of the insurgents to re- 
turn there, after having seen Lady El- 
eanor, and leave a message in a place 
agreed upon, for Christopher Aske, so 
that he might know where to look for us 
after night had fallen. 

It was a rare October day, the river 
swollen by recent rains rushed turbulently 

(31) 
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past where the oak and ash trees^ close to 
its border, made a good cover as I walked 
swiftly on. Not a soul was in sight as I 
neared the church, and I crept stealthily 
around the Canon's cell and made an en 
trance into one of the chapel windows to 
unlock the door so that, if needs must, the 
horses could be left there. It would be 
dangerous to bring them nearer to the 
priory, and the last two miles would be 
weary work for delicate women. 

A sacrilege to the holy place, but one 
that would be forgiven. 

I climbed up the rough stones to the 
great detriment of my clothes which were 
the same I had donned so hurriedly the 
night before, when I had no time to pick 
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and choose. I was young enough to won- 
der if the rent in my doublet would make 
me fall in the estimation of Jane Armi- 
tage^ and I was conscious of a distinct re- 
gret when I wrenched a buckle from its 
fastenings as I dropped through the open 
window to the floor of the church. 

I was in there none too soon, for before 
I could draw the glass to its bolt I heard 
the beat of hoofs. 

Caught, like a rat in a trap, I looked 
around for a hiding place in which I could 
wait imtil the danger was past. 

On came the horses, four or five I 
thought by the sound, and I hoped against 
hope that they would pass. On they 
came to the chapel door and stopped — I 
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heard a short parley, then a pounding on 
the door of the cell— I jumped up into a 
niche back of the cloister door. The bolt 
held well and they finally gave up while I 
prayed that they would leave. A deep 
silence followed — I knew however that 
they had not gone far, because there had 
been no hoof beat, and soon I heard them 
coming through the cloister. As they pass- 
ed me, so close that I could touch them, I 
wondered that they did not hear my heart 
beat, while I coimted six strong, sturdy 
men with the leader, my cousin, Dick 
Strangworth. 

They were all in good humor and 
laughed as they joked about the good 
wine the canons had left behind them. 
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"I don't like this mission," cried Dick. 
It is well enough to carry oflf a woman if 
you love her or if you hate her, but I like 
not taking the cousin of the King." 

" What says the message ? " 

At this one of the men drew from his 
pouch a paper and read — 

'* You are ordered to take five men with 
you and capture from Bolton Priory Lady 
Eleanor Cliflford and her ladies, to be de- 
livered to me on Barden moor at eight of 
the clock to-morrow morning." 

"That gives us good time," said Rich- 
ard. "A thousand men are lying north, 
and we'll use them as a threat if we have 
trouble; we will press on now past the 
priory, and at three in the morning re- 
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turn and enter from the east; I can lead 
through the chapter house and demand 
the hostages, then when we get them to 
Barden moor, word will be sent to the 
Earl and Skipton Castle rmist succumb.'' 

They passed out of the chapel, the echo 
of their horses' hoofs came fainter and 
fainter until again I was alone. 

I came down from my cramped hiding 
place and lifting the bolts of the door 
stepped outside. No one was visible 
imless you count the birds flying off to 
the south, no sound was heard except the 
rushing of the river. 

Bed deer were feeding in the distance, 
and the peaceful surroundings seemed 
more appropriate to a harvest festival 
than to the plotting of an ugly crime. 
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Striking off across the moor^ by a path 
which was not known to many, I strode 
steadily toward the monastic tower of 
Bolton Priory. 

The bells rang out on the quiet air as I 
crept among the stones of the churchyard 
skirting the north side, and passed 
around to the west where the dormitory 
was located which contained the cells of 
the women in sanctuary. My hope was 
to attract the attention of one of the 
three, Lady Eleanor, Katherine Tempest 
or Jane Armitage, without notice from 
the many people surrounding them. 

From fear, all points of ingress had been 
closed and I drew back in the shadow of 
a tree to wait and watch. How could I 
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signal if 1 saw them I As I looked around 
me, pondering this thought, I saw, not 
far away, a single late red rose. To think 
was to act — here was my signaL 

I plucked the rose from its stem, and 
even as I held it saw Jane Armitage at 
the open window. 

Swifter than thought flew the rose with 
a good true aim, and I wondered if she 
would suppress the cry which would ruin 
us. 

As she stooped to pick up the rose she 
saw me, with my finger on my lips. I 
crossed then, and keeping close to the 
stone under the window, motioned to a 
packet in my hand. A ball of silk which 
I threw into the window drew up a 
heavier string on the end of which were 
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instructions for their escape, also a drug 
to quiet the child, whose cries might be- 
tray us to the enemy. 

My time was none too long for my 
journey back to Embsay to leave word, 
but going across country was short and 
comparatively safe, so I hastened back, 
leaving a message to wait for us there, 
with the horses. 

I reached the churchyard again without 
mishap, and hid myself to wait for com- 
pline and nightfall. 

If all should go well Lady Eleanor and 
her child, with Katherine Tempest and 
Jane Armitage, would be at the cloister 
court gate soon after nine, and in the 
meantime John Gbldsborough would have 
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joined me while Christopher Aske with 
the pastor of Skipton would be at Embsay 
with the horses. 

I was beginning to feel faint and hun- 
gry, for I had hastened away from Emb- 
say without partaking of the good cheer 
left by the canons, and I felt that a good 
supper would be the most attractive 
thing in the world, when out of the 
shadow came a fat friar on his way to the 
refectory with a bottle of wine under his 
arm and something hot and savory in his 
hands. 

It was the work of an instant to trip 
him up, and before he could make an out- 
cry I had gagged him with my glove and 
tied him tight to a Mauleverer tomb with 
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a rope which I had brought with me. My 
need was great and I did not dare neglect 
so good an opportunity fearing providence 
would not interfere a second time. 

After my really luxurious repast my 
courage returned, for there is nothing 
like hunger to make one chicken-hearted. 

The hours crept slowly on, and as it 
struck nine from the belfry tower I felt 
the presence of John Goldsborough. 

No words were spoken but I saw, with 
satisfaction, that he had. brought me some 
necessary things and had armed himself 
with a good stiff cudgel besides his other 
weapon. 

We stole around to the cloister gate, 
waiting to hear the rustle of women's 
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garments. Prior Moon, himself was 
with them, for I knew his voice and I 
wondered what that betokened. 

I heard him say, " Bless you my child, 
and may you reach home in safety. This 
is the only chance, God keep yoa" 

He was a godly man and one was al- 
ways better for his blessing. It was a 
curious procession to come out of a priory 
gate; three helpless women and a child, 
could we, faithful John and I, protect 
them? We would sell ourselves dearly 
at least. 

There was little said as John took the 
sleeping child and we started over the 
moor. Not a sign yet of the insurgents, 
and as I walked with the Lady Eleanor to 
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guide her footsteps over the uneven 
ground I heard the low murmur of the 
young girls' voices as they walked behind 
us. It was a long, hard journey, but the 
church of Embsay was in sight and there 
we would find Christopher Aske and the 
horses. 

Lady Eleanor was almost exhausted 
but Jane Armitage's eyes were as bright 
and her cheeks as pink as when she gave 
me the red rose at the Feaste of St. John 
Baptiste. 

Out from the chapel came Christopher 
Aske with the pastor, and with few words 
and much expedition they lifted Lady 
Eleanor and Katherine Tempest on the 
horses. Jane Armitage, like the brave 
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girl she was, walked on after the caval- 
cade. Suddenly out of the distance came 
the sound of horses, and in an instant I 
was by the side of Aske. The horses can 
carry double burden so short a distance. 
On to Lady Eleanor's horse quick, I cried, 
I can save Jane Armitage. Fairly lifting 
the pastor on the horse with Katherine 
Tempest I gave a cut with the flat of my 
lance and the horses bolted for the castle. 
To the cave, John, I whispered, and 
half leading, half carrying my lady we 
pushed our way through a side path 
to a cave I had known since my childhood. 
Pulling aside the branches we stooped 
low and passed through the opening, but 
once inside we could stand upright and I 
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folded my cloak and made my lady as 
comfortable as possible. 

The morning before I was a light- 
hearted boy, that night I was a man with 
grave responsibilities. As the horses 
thmidered by, Jane Armitage's face 
turned pale but never a word of fear 
came from her brave lips, and she spoke 
only once and then to ask if the child, 
sleeping in John's arms, was warm. 

Oh, blessed drug — ^if I could have given 
it to my lady so that she might sleep and 
not watch the weary hours drag them- 
selves along. 

It was but a scant half mile to the cas- 
tle, and I knew Aske would be looking 
for us, so just before the daylight came 
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we ventured forth. The insurgents had 
either overtaken the party or else the Lady- 
Eleanor was safely housed in the castle 
hours ago. In either case our way was 
fairly safe so we started forth. Midway 
between us and the castle gate was a great 
tree and something about the shape of tho 
trunk made me wary of its shadow, I 
grasped John's cudgel with both hands, 
and as it came down on the head of a 
burly scoundrel John dropped the child 
and closed with another. By that time my 
lance was out and with a blow, made des- 
perate by necessity, I finished him then 
and there. Not a tremor stirred my lady as 
she quietly took up the child, but of such 
queer stuff are women made that when the 
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danger was over, the gates opened, the 
drawbridge let down, and we were sur- 
rounded by kinsmen and friends in the 
castle court, she quietly and without 
warning fainted. I caught her as she fell 
and my heart beat loud within me as I 
laid her under the great yew tree and left 
her to the ministrations of the women. 
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^^Sofare-thee-well^ my only love! 
Andfare-thee-welly a while ! 
And I will come again j my love, 
Tho^ Hwere ten thousand miles. ^^ 
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CHAPTER m 

The room assigned me in the cajstle was 
in the round tower at the north angle 
with windows overlooking miles of coun- 
try. 

The Earl had ordered his own man to 
attend me with clothes more suitable for 
the society of his court than those in 
which I had lain hid in Bolton church- 
yard, and after a few hour's rest I donned 
a costume which pleased me much. 

My vanity had developed wonderfully 
since the Peaste of St. John Baptiste, but 
from June to October seemed a short time 
to change a boy, whose greatest pleasure 

(51) 
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was to roam the moors with his homid in 
leash, to a fop whose chief interest was 
the color of his hose or the depth of the 
lace at his wrists. I could see the smoke 
of camp fires and knew that the castle 
was surrounded with insurgents. 

Watching idly a slight commotion in 
the distance I saw a man break suddenly 
from the bushes and run with desperate 
zeal toward the castle. He was followed 
almost on the instant by a dozen men. 
Was his start sufficient, and was he a 
friend, or was it only a ruse to gain en- 
trance? Rushing to the door and down 
the stairs I was in the great hall in a mo- 
ment. In the deep embrasure of a win- 
dow stood the Earl and Christopher Aske 
in earnest conversation. 
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A pounding at the gate was heard and 
the rattle of the drawbridge. 

Then into the court came the pursued. 
Throwing back his cloak his coat pro- 
claimed him the King's herald. As he 
strove to speak the blood spurted from his 
mouth and he fell under the yew tree — 
dead-— clutched in his stiffening hand was 
a paper, with the King's seal. 

Holding it high in the air Christopher 
Aske said solemnly, looking at the dead 
man, '^As^ I live I will fulfill your mission. 
Within an hour I will read this proclama- 
tion at the Market Cross of Skipton." 

All was now activity, for donning his 
full armor and calling upon me to do the 
same we mounted our horses. Fifty armed 
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men stood ready to go with us, but as we 
crossed the drawbridge Christopher Aske 
waved them back saying, '^No one but 
Charles Norton shall go with me; if we 
do not return in an hour avenge our 
death," Putting our horses on the run 
we drew up at the Market Cross among 
the astonished villagers, and rising in his 
saddle Christopher Aske shouted in his 
magnificent voice, *^Oyez, Oyez, Oyez. 

*' We by the King's Herald wliom you 
have so vilely murdered do declare this 
insurrection to be caused by forged stories; 
that there has been no thought of sup- 
pressing parish churches or taxing food or 
cattle. The Abbeys have been dissolved 
by act of parliament in consequence of 
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their notorious vice and profligacy. We 
command you to return to your homes. 
The commotion in Lincolnshire has been 
put down, we are advancing in person to 
put you down if you continue disobe- 
dient.'' 

Turning our horses we rode rapidly 
back to the castle. Too dazed for action 
the populace gave us a good start and we 
were in the castle gate and over the bridge 
before they realized the opportunity which 
they had lost. 

In our absence the garrison had been 
strengthened by the addition of forty men, 
and we felt that we could withstand a 
siege of long duration. 

Toward evening I was summoned to 
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the octagonal room in the next tower 
where the Lady Eleanor sat with the 
ladies of her household. 

A year before I would not have looked 
forward with any degree of pleasure to 
such a meeting, but now, so strange and 
sudden was my awakening, that my con- 
stant thought was how and when could I 
gain speech with Jane Armitage. 

I had seen her several times in the dis- 
tance since I laid her from my arms, but 
never a glance had come my way from 
her soft brown eyes. 

So much she filled my thoughts that 
the dangers and discomforts of the siege 
were swallowed up by the sweet con- 
sciousness that the same roof must cover 
us both for many days to come. 
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The octagonal room where the Lady 
Eleanor sat with her ladies was 'quite at 
the top of the great tower. As I entered 
this room, for the first time, I looked 
with wonder on its beauty; the walls 
were covered with gorgeous tapestry of 
Flemish make, and was it prophetic that 
the first which met my eye should repre- 
sent a marriage ceremony ? 

As I stood waiting my turn to pay my 
compliments to the Lady Eleanor my 
eyes roamed in search of Jane Armitage. 
Much as I was interested in my search 
my attention was arrested before finding 
my heart's desire. 

Christopher Aske stood alone in the 
shadow, and as my glance passed him I 
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felt that I had surprised his secret; only 
one thing could his eyes mean as they 
rested on my Lady Eleanor. True and 
noble man you carried the secret of your 
love to the grave. 

It was with many blushes and much 
denial I received the thanks of Lady 
Eleanor for the very small part I had 
taken in her escape, and with great relief 
I turned to the window where I had at 
last discovered Jane Armitage demurely 
seated with her needle in her hand. 

My heart leaped as I saw she was 
embroidering a red rose. 

Feeling that I was only a rough man of 
the moors, although my name was old 
and honored, I hardly knew how to 
address her. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE KING'S WARD 59 

She seemed so dainty and so fine be- 
side my great height and I could have 
crushed her little hand between my thumb 
and finger. Her self possession maddened 
me, and without thinking of how little 
she knew me I determined then and there 
to know my fate. 

We were as much alone as if we were 
a hundred leagues away from the rest of 
the company, and with the reckless hope 
of youth I told her how I loved her and 
asked her to be my wife. What had I to 
offer ? Why much that the world holds 
good— an honored name, a fortune and 
my love. 

Her cheek went pale then red as I bent 
over to catch the whisper, ** Wait till the 
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Feaste of St. John Baptiste." That was 
all, and before the wild throbbing of my 
heart was steadied and I could speak 
again the commotion about the door 
reached our window, and it was evident 
that something of vital importance had 
happened. The Earl and Christopher 
Aske were in close conference and soon 
left the room. 

Almost immediately a messenger from 
the Earl commanded my presence in his 
room, and with simply a low "Gk>d keep 
you" to Jane, and a bow to the Lady 
Eleanor I hastened to the floor below. 

The serious faces of the Earl and Chris- 
topher Aske indicated something of mo- 
ment, and I knew that work of import- 
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ance was at hand, but, with the vision of 
the maiden I had just left, I could not 
help the crusty thought, why could they 
not have called a Musgrave or a Dacre. 

\' Charles," said the Earl, " I knew and 
loved your father— your grandfather was 
the dearest friend I ever had; they both 
had more courage than is usually given to 
man, and I hope that the mantle of 
courage and caution has fallen upon you. 

A message must be conveyed from this 
castle to the King, who is now at York. 
It is not an impossibihty, or I would not 
take the chance of your death being on 
my head, but there is great danger, and 
you, of all the men here, are the only one 
who can cross the moors by hidden paths. 
Will you take this message? " 
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I did not hesitate, for the honor of my 
race, but my heart was heavy for the 
chances were that before the Feaste of St. 
John Baptiste my bones would be bleach- 
ing on the moor. 

The nature of the message I did not 
know, but it was right that I should be 
chosen for the task for many reasons. 
In the first place I was the King's ward, 
then again my Uncle was groom of the 
chamber and it would be easy for me to 
obtain audience, and last, but not least, I 
knew the moors. 

I could take my horse from Skipton to 
the spring of Sulphur without meeting 
friend or foe, lie there through the day 
and then— well, then it would be more 
difficult. 
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All these thoughts and more chased 
each other through my brain and over 
and through them all was the one anxiety 
born of love and a red rose — would I be 
at the altar at the Feaste of St. John 
Baptiste ? 

Six months before this day the adven- 
ture would have more than pleased me, 
and I fancy that even at this time cow- 
ardice had little to do with my hesitation. 

The details of my departure were soon 
arranged, and trusting to faithful John to 
prepare my bay and see that all was ready 
I went down into the great hall to wait 
for darkness before setting forth. 

The message, sealed by the Earl, was 
securely fastened in a pouch about my 
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neck. The lady Eleanor had sent the 
pocket to me by a page and daintily em- 
broidered in the comer I saw J. A., and a 
tiny rose^ but, alas, it was white not red. 

My instructions were few. To reach 
York as soon as possible and give the 
message, personally^ to the King. It 
sounded simple, but many miles and some 
danger lay between Clifford and the 
King. 

I was to slip out quietly, as it was not 
wise to take any more than were neces- 
sary into our confidence, as spies might be 
all about us, and I felt a certain sinking 
of the heart as the moments passed with 
no sign of a Godspeed from my own fair 
lady. 
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The Earl's words to me were only these, 
as he placed the parchment in my hand: 

"For the honor of your house/^ and I 
rode forth in my armor with the little 
pouch close to my heart. 

Slowly crossing the drawbridge and 
hstening to the chains creak as it again 
left the moat uncovered I turned in my 
saddle; surely a white hand waved to me 
from the octogonal room, and was it an 
omen that the moon shone only on the 
battlements forming the word '^D^sor- 
maisJ" 
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" What elsey when mingled longings swell 

fv2l-t^'de, 
And the hearfs surges leap their bounds 

for aye, 
And fell the landmarks ? What hut fate 

defiefd, 
Tims clutchedy and any future held at 

bay? 
They recked not of the thorn, but seized 

the flower ; 
For all the sin, their joy was great that 

hour.^^ 
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CHAPTER IV 

Pre-occupied aa I was with sweet and 
bitter thoughts, the sound of hoof beats 
behind me did not disturb me until I sud- 
denly realized that I was being followed. 
Beining in my horse I looked back and 
saw a muffled figure on horseback. Pre- 
ferring to face a danger rather than be 
followed by an imcertainty, I wheeled 
and rode back rapidly. My delight and 
annoyance were about equal when I heard 
the voice of faithful John. Although it 
had been my intention to take the jour- 
n^ alone, I was in a measure glad of his 
companionship, and we started again at a 

m 
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good pace. We pressed on hoping to 
cover the ground to the Soda Springs be- 
fore daylight. The moon had gone under 
a cloudy and in the distance at the left I 
saw a light glimmering. As I remem- 
bered the country there had been a rough 
hut about in that location, and as it was 
directly in our road, we dismounted, tying 
our horses to trees so that we might noise- 
lessly explore the situation. As we neared 
the hut the sound of suppressed voices 
came through the half open door. Pass- 
ing around to the side 1 looked through 
the window and saw, sitting by the fire, a 
handsome woman; as she Ufted her hand 
jewels sparkled in the firelight. A mag- 
nificent looking man, wrapped in a cloak, 
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was talking earnestly to her, and as he 
threw up his arm I saw the colors of the 
insurgents. 

Here was a dilemma, but we were two 
to one in our favor. But were there 
others of his kind within call ? 

"Dear," he was saying, **what mad- 
ness brought you here, I cannot take you 
back and I cannot go to York ; you can- 
not stay here alone and I cannot stay 
with you ; the situation is beyond me, 
I cannot see any solution," With a sud- 
den cry she sprang from her chair and 
threw her arms about him. She was 
above the usual height of woman and as 
they stood there they made a glorious 
pair. 
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"O, my love," she said, "what is the 
use of it all, let us stay here and die to- 
gether; and yet if I could only reach York 
I would be safe, and you could come to 
me soon; I was not afraid, at all, crossing 
the moor. Why can I not goon? Surely 
no one would hurt a woman, and the 
horse is sure footed. Let me try, and 
when you come to Micklegate Bar I will 
be waiting. You know the house, and I 
shall call the days only numbers in the 
calendar until you comet '* 

His lip trembled a little as he replied. 
'*The road from here to York is one of 
great danger, unless you know the moors. 
You were safe to this point, but, dear, 
you know nothing of the way beyond. If 
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I could go with you we would try it, but 
I am even now over my time and it will 
take hard riding to reach the camp before 
I am called for." 

My mind worked rapidly. I hated to 
be hampered by the custody of a woman, 
and yet this man would do all in his 
power to keep his company of insurgents 
from this part of the moor. It meant in- 
convenience but possibly a safe journey to 
York. Acting on the impulse I knocked 
on the door. My cloak covered any indi- 
cation of my being loyalist or insurgent, 
and the man's keen glance gave him no 
knowledge of my position. 

Bowing low to the lady I said: "In 
crossing the moors I have lost my way, 
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can you tell me the road to York? It is 
necessary that I reach there as soon as 
possible, and I have intruded to ask if you 
can help me." 

A look of swift intelligence passed be- 
tween them and I knew that each thought, 
here is our opportunity. 

Knowing that the man would indicate 
our best route to avoid the insurgents, I 
awaited his reply with breathless interest. 
Even as I thought, he said, ^' It is unusual 
to ask a favor and confer one at the same 
time, but I can indicate the best and safest 
route to York, and I hope you will be 
willing to protect this lady on the way. 
You may think I place great confidence 
in a stranger, but I cannot go with her 
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and she cannot go alone. You are a gen- 
tleman and I can trust you, and, if when 
this insurrection i& over, Sir Godfrey Tem- 
pleton can be of any service to you, you 
can command him." 

Arranging the few details took a matter 
of some moments, but if we were to reach 
the Soda Springs before the sun rose we 
must push on at once. I could have 
sworn that I had never seen the man but 
the woman's face had a place in my mem- 
ory. Where and when I had known her 
I could not tell, but her every motion was 
familiar and the consciousness that she 
was not a stranger seemed forced upon 
me, but perhaps it was only a resemblance 
to some portrait in the long gallery of the 
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hall. I did not give m j name although it 
was a rank discourtesy^ for my mission 
was too important to take any chances. 

We went quickly out into the open and 
John came up with our horses. How suspic- 
ious I am getting^ thought I, as I seemed 
to see a look of surprised recognition pass 
between the lady and faithful John. I 
felt that I must be mistaken as Sir God- 
frey was unconscious of his presence, and 
his face was tense and drawn as he hf ted 
the lady on to her horse. 

^^ Sweetheart/' I heard him murmur as 
she leaned and kissed him. 

What circumstances led to this situa- 
tion could only be conjectured, so I let 
them pass and faced the present with its 
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complications. A lady with a wish to 
reach York, a gentleman with a message 
for the King, a servant of more or less 
discretion and many leagues to our des- 
tination. 

Surely a situation with some need for 
caution, and I must say the lady faced 
the matter with courage. 

She looked at me keenly and I felt her 
eyes upon my face whenever the light 
made it possible to see distinctly. 

We rode in silence, for many reasons, 
and as the first faint light came over the 
hills we saw the trees bordering the Soda 
Spring. 

A little back in the forest was the for- 
ester's hut where I knew we would find a 
safe haven xmtil night. 
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John was gruff and morose, and I could 
hear him muttering over his work as he 
tethered the horses and started a fire. 1 
reproved him sharply threatening to send 
him back, if he did not cease his ugliness 
and serve us with a pleasant countenance. 

The lady, tired now, with deep circles 
under her eyes, ate and drank sparingly, 
and laid herself down on the pile of 
boughs which I had covered with my 
cloak. She did not sleep and although I 
am naturally shy and silent it was an easy 
matter to talk to her. Much to my own 
amazement I was soon telling her of the 
trivial things of my past yeai's and she 
drew me out even to the point of the 
griefs and troubles of my childhood, but 
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the secret of my love I kept within me. 
As she slept I again felt that somehow, 
some time, I had known her and known 
her well. 

The night came and we started again 
on our journey. It was uneventful and 
for the first hour I was filled with the 
consciousness of a dream I had had just 
before John called me to mount for the 
ride. I was in the Church of St. John 
Evangeliste and Jane Armitage had not a 
red rose but a white one to give me. As 
I looked at it, it became pink, then red 
and when I bent my head to look at it 
Jane kissed my forehead. 

I wakened then, but I could have sworn, 
the dream was so vivid, that a woman's 
drapery brushed my hand. 
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Our apiMToach to York was fairly saf e^ 
because the King and an army were in 
the city, and as the lady's haven was to 
be near Micklegate Bar I determined to 
enter there. 

From a distance we saw the light pierce 
the loop holes of the bartizans and wierd 
shapes swung to and fro in the shadow. 

The lady swayed in her saddle^ and I 
caught her with my arm as I saw the 
headless trunk of a traitor fastened to one 
of the turrets. 

We were challenged, but showing the 
Oliflford colors, which I had brought for 
just that purpose, we passed through into 
the streets of York. 

A few stragglers passed us on their way 
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home from a late revel^ but no one ac^ 
costed us, and I waited the pleasure of 
the lady. 

Not far from the bar she drew up her 
horse indicating that her journey was at 
an end. She turned to me and with a 
slow, sweet smile said, " You cannot tell 
what happiness this journey has given 
me. It is probable that we shall never 
meet again, and if we do not, remember 
sometime that you have been the means 
of making me beheve that it ia possible 
for sin to be forgiven.** 

With this enigmatical sentence a gate 
in the wall opened and she disappeared. 
I heard voices, then a bolt slipped into its 
socket and faithful John and I were 
alone. 
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We cantered on to a little inn where I 
had often stopped, on my way to visit my 
uncle, the Carmelite friar, and it was well, 
for we both, with our horses, were well 
nigh spent. 

Youth takes Uttle to heart and notwith- 
standing the rather unusual events of 
the preceding hours I was soon in a 
dreamless sleep. 

The sun was shining bright when I 
opened my eyes. John had done his best 
with my habiliments and, although I was 
not quite the dandy who paid his respects 
to the Lady Eleanor, I was, on the whole, 
a presentable figure to seek an audience 
with the King. 

While eating my breakfast I gathered 
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from the talk of some men about the fire 
that the King that day would be at the 
Guild hall, so I determined to go there 
and send a message to my uncle, the 
groom of the chambers. 

I touched the pouch over my heart to 
be sure of its safety, and started forth. 

In front of me was the noble Guild hall 
of St. Christopher reaching down to the 
river, and here, there was to be a sitting 
of the Great Council of the North. 

As I entered the nave I saw a little 
cluster of courtiers at the entrance of the 
hall and summoning my assurance I went 
up to them. A few words written by 
Chflford, Earl of Cumberland, and sealed 
with his seal was my passport, and over- 
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looking the ill-natured looks of the men 
left waiting, I passed into the hall. 

It was my first sight of the Eingand 
my heart thumped as my uncle Robert 
with a kindly smile led me forward. 

Dropping on one knee and loosening my 
doublet I laid the message in the hand of 
the King) while the rays from the *4ustre 
of France" blinded my eyes. His rich, 
deep voice said, " You are yoimg for so 
great a mission," then turning to my 
uncle, ^^See that the boy is housed in 
Cliflford's tower, I have further need of 
him.'^ 

Stepping back among the others I looked 
long and well at the face of the King. 
Worried with affairs of state he was yet 
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the happy King, and his handsome face 
lighted with smiles as he turned to a 
favorite courtier. 

After leaving the Guild hall I was 
lodged in Oliflford^s tower, and in the 
meantime faithful John had been ap- 
prised of the fact and was on his way with 
the horses. My windows gave on Bail 
Hill and the brilliant colors of the trees 
blended with the dull green of the Octo- 
ber grass. 

As I was looking out John brought a 
sealed package which had been sent me at 
the inn. 

Tearing oflf the outer wrapping I saw a 
box, sealed, with this inscription, "For 
Charles Norton, to be opened at the 
Feaste of St. John Baptiste." 
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I looked at the package stupidly. Dazed 
at the coincidence of Jane Armitage's 
words and the message on the box, my 
first thought was that in some way she 
had sent me a message. 

Then the lady of my journey came to 
my mind and I surmised that it was from 
her. 

One more reason then for my keeping a 
good heart until the 24:th of June. 

In the meantime, though, I should go 
back to Skipton and perhaps another op- 
portunity would come for me to whisper 
to Jane under the great yew tree. 

While I was pondering over the matter 
my uncle came to the room. He was a 
fine man of fifty years, and his life at 
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court had made his manners perfect. His 
hair just touched with gray, and his keen 
blue eyes were pleasant to look upon, and 
I hungry for human love and companion- 
ship, was proud to call him kinsman. 

*^Your fortune is made, my boy/' he 
cried, *' The King appoints you one of his 
household and commands you to be in 
readiness to go with the court to London.'* 

My heart sank. Fortune was one thing 
but my love was another. What did it 
mean! Certainly not a return to Skipton 
Castle at present. Well, much could hap- 
pen both good and evil between now and 
the Feaste of St. John Baptiste. 
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Death is notighty quoth she^ 
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CHAPTER V 

My uncle Robert's almost fanatic loyalty 
to the King, he had been with him at the 
Field of the Cloth of Gk)ld, made me fear 
to mention uncle Mauger, the Prior, who 
was undoubtedly in hiding. It was use- 
less to look for him at the Priory of Saint 
Mary of Mount Carmel, for it had, within 
a month, suffered grievous hurt; however, 
I trusted that John, who had been search- 
ing for him since early morn, would bring 
me tidings. My desire to see the Prior 
was not altogether unselfish, for as he had 
always *^hved of the altar," his only 
means of existence now would be to go 

(91) 
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back to his family in Yorkshire. Is it 
strange that I thought of him as a means 
of sending a message to Norton Hall, and 
that I listened, with strained intensity, to 
every foot step, hoping that John's quest 
had been successful? 

The long hours of waiting were forgotten 
when he came with good tidings; quickly 
grasping his directions of the streets to 

traverse and instructing him to follow 
later with a long hooded cloak and a led 

horse, I sprang down the stairs two steps 

at a time. 

Pulling down the lace over my wrists, 

and with a critical look at the angle of the 

feather in my cap, I started forth from 

the castle. 
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Sauntering slowly, like the other gen- 
tlemen on the street, I came to a lane lead- 
ing toward Micklegate Bar. This was my 
way, according to faithful John. 

Turning finally, I made up for my slow 
progress and was within a very short space 
of my journey's end when, coming out of 
the gate, where less than a week before I 
had left my lady of the Soda Spring, I saw 
a funeral procession. 

I stepped to one side and uncovered. 
First came the choir, then the preacher, 
then the coffin covered with a black velvet 
pall and borne by six men in black. On 
either side walked a man, one of them 
carrying the family coat of arms. 

I looked and my heart seemed to stop 
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beating as I saw the arms of my own 
family. '' Who lies within the coflSn? " I 
said to a bystander. "A stranger," he 
replied, *^and one who died for love; the 
message came that her knight had fallen 
and she fell of the shock." 

** When came the message! ** I asked. 

** Not longer ago than yester mom," he 
said, and I walked on pondering many 
things. 

The strength of love, the mystery of 
death, the uncertainty of life. Once I 
turned to watch the funeral train and 
again '^ stars and azure fleur de lis shone 
on a silver field." 

What subconsciousness kept me from 
probing the secret? Some force beyond 
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my comphehension made me refrain from 
questioning my uncle Mauger, who waited 
my coming in a back room of the Boyal 
Oak. 

From its name a friar would naturally 
at this time avoid it, but John Appleyard, 
the host, would take many chances to save 
the life of a Norton. 

I expected to find uncle Mauger de- 
spondent and troubled, but, on the con* 
trary, he was as happy as possible sitting 
by a table where little remained of a bottle 
of Canary and a plate of marchpane. 

He met me with a jolly laugh and 
seemed not at all dismayed at the pros- 
pect of a lonely journey over the moors 
on a strange horse and wrapped in a bor- 
rowed cloak. 
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I had written a letter to Jane Armitage 
and put it in the little pouch which had 
held the King's message, and with a silent 
prayer for its safe journey hung it around 
his neck. He seemed so irresponsible as 
I looked at him now, with the added wis- 
dom of love and danger, sure that I had 
lived centuries since I had walked with 
him in the cloister garden, that I hesitated 
about trusting my precious message. I 
did not wish to make the mission too im- 
portant, but I urged upon him my desire 
for secrecy, saying that, as the King's 
ward, I must keep such matters quiet until 
could ask the consent of my guardian. 

The neck of the pouch was tied with a 
silken string, none too strong for its secu- 
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viijy but I gave it an added knot and 
trusted to my good star. 

Uncle Mauger chuckled in his comfort- 
able way as he thrust the pouch out of 
sight, and feeling the touch of the wine 
began telling me of my great uncle who 
liked the flowing bowl too well, and of his 
grandfather, who would go out with his 
pikemen and take deer wherever he found 
them; of a great uncle who had a man 
hung for killing a pig, until I wondered if 
all this evil was dormant in me, and if 
fate was only biding her time to make me 
a devil like my progenitors. 

He finally got drowsy a bit and then 
solemn. ^^ Boy," he said, " we have many 
bad habits, but the worst one and the one 
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hardest to break is the habit of living. It 
is easy to die, aye, easier than it is to live, 
then why don't we die? Is it because of 
our religion? Nay, nay, my lad, we sim- 
ply cannot break the habit of Uving." 

It was almost dusk and, for his safety, 
it was better for me to leave before John 
arrived, so I embraced him and with a 
God speed and a wish for his safe journey 
to the West Eiding, I left him. A 
mounted man with a led horse passed me 
but we exchanged no greeting, and I hur- 
ried on through the shadowy streets to 
the tower. 

I had had no summons from the King, 
but apparel suitable to one of the house- 
hold had been laid in my room, and I 
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knew that my return to Yorkshire and 
Jane Armitage was in the future. How 
far I did not dare to think, because al- 
though I knew nothing of the plans of 
the King I had heard mention that the 
Queen was in London, and as the King 
was still in love with her I conjectured 
that we would soon be on the move. 

I was not far wrong, for in the morning 
early a message came to me to be in uni- 
form, mounted, at Bootham Bar by noon. 

In the excitement and with interest in 
the fine appearance of the King and his 
soldiers I forgot my unhappiness. I was 
young, and had never been in London; 
then, again, I had sprung in a few days 
from a dreamy boy of the moors to a pas- 
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sionate man and an active defender of the 
King. It was not strange and not dis- 
loyal to my love that I felt my heart glow 
and my courage rise as I rode forth into 
the crowd. 

Although the King and his soldiers had 
come only to suppress the insurgents, I 
was amazed at the magnificence of his 
suite and the pomp and ceremony pre- 
served even at our resting places. 

Our bivouacs were no " fairy dreams or 
visions of romance/' like the summer 
palace of the Field of the Cloth of Gold— 
but the comfort of the King and his suite 
was as perfect as possible, while many of 
us were content with a cloak and bundle 
of boughs. 
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At first I scarcely understood the gay 
persiflage of the young men used to courts, 
but such is the power of association and 
assimilation that before I reached London 
I could give and take with the best of 
them. 

It was at nighty though, when I looked 
up at the stars wondering if anyone 
watched them from Skipton Castle^ that I 
would count the months before the Feaste 
of St. John Baptiste and beat my wings 
against the bars of my environment. 

On the day before we entered London 
there was much polishing of armor and 
the shields shone in the sunshine as we 
neared the city. 

Advance couriers had heralded our com- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



102 THE KING'S WARD 

ing, and the King^ who acknowledged no 
superior in horsemanship^ rode at the 
head of the army. The mayor, the alder- 
men and hundreds of commoners were 
waiting to welcome his Majesty, while 
the streets were filled with thousands. 
Flags and banners waved and the houses 
were draped with brilliant sDk. The 
King knelt in St. Paul's and then was es- 
corted to the palace and the Queen. 

As for me, I had given Uttle thought to 
the morrow and was busy with the sights 
and scenes of London, but it was evident 
that my uncle or some one higher, was 
conscious of my existence, for a man in 
the King's livery called out my name and 
consulting a paper in his hand said that 
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lie had come to conduct me, with my ser- 
vant, to my lodging. 

Well, thought I, there's some advan- 
tage in being the King's ward, for it saves 
worry of a certain kind. We were con- 
ducted toward the river and I saw that 
we were not being taken to the King's 
palace, but as it was a matter of indiffer- 
ence to me where we brought up I let it 
go with the rest of the adventure. In 
fact I had come to one of those cross 
roads in life, to which everyone comes 
sooner or later, where the power of direc- 
tion seems to be taken away and an 
unseen influence governs all action. It 
seemed to me that it was better not to 
resist but accept in the spirit that what- 
ever is is best. 
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For some reason^ which I should prob- 
ably know later^ I was given apartments 
in Baynard's castle. From my window I 
looked out on the Thames, and with 
wonder beheld the gorgeous barges of 
the nobility, for it was warm enough at 
mid-day to tempt them out on the river 
and in honor of the King's return even 
the small boats were brilliant with color. 

It was now November, and six months 
lay between me and the Feaste of St. 
John Baptiste. I would serve the King 
in London, as best I could, imtil the first 
of June and then I would throw myself 
on his clemency and ask for a release, not 
of service, for that would stand with the 
King and the Earl of Cumberland always^ 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THB KING'S WARD 105 

but of freedom to go to the West Biding 
and collect my "yerelye rental of one 
redd rose." 

January came, and with it a great 
wonder. The Thames was frozen over, 
and the King and Queen with a gorgeous 
following rode over the beautifid ice 
bridge. Of the Queen's household was a 
beautiful girl with golden red hair and 
eyes like those of Jane Armitage. Some 
good chance threw us many times together, 
and if it had not been that her heart was 
in the Highlands and mine in the Wapen- 
take of Skyrack I fear me I might have 
been well content to linger in London 
town. 

One day, soon after the May day in the 
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woods^ there came a summons^ through 
my Uncle Robert, to wait upon the King. 

His Majesty was seated in the Queen's 
room, where her maidens were embroider- 
ing, and as I entered I was transported to 
my last night at Skipton and the octa- 
gonal room of the Lady Eleanor. The 
King was in a playfid mood, and calling 
me to him asked if I had a wife in view. 
" You are a gallant youth," he said, " and 
as our ward you are entitled to considera- 
tion.'^ 

An instant resolution came to me, I 
would win or lose everything now, this 
instant, before witnesses. 

" Yes, Sire," I said; ** with your gracious 
permission I would wed the fairest woman 
in your realm." 
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" How now stripling," quoth the King, 
" you are ambitious; is the lady here? '* 

" No, Sire. She is a maiden of the 
moors, too fair a flower to be allowed to 
blossom at a court." 

My impudence evidently pleased him, 
for instead of withering me with scorn 
and sarcasm, he laughed and said, ^^you 
are honest if not courteous, and if on the 
first of June you are still of the same 
mind we will grant you hoUday to pluck 
this little field flower, I warn you, how- 
ever, to keep out of the city gardens, for 
hot house roses soon spoil the taste for 
daisies," and he laughed again. 

The first of May dawned bright and 
warm, and by noon a goodly company 
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from the King's household gathered in 
the woods awaiting the coming of their 
Majesties. 

It was the Song's command that all 
those about him should be clothed in 
white for the May day festival, and I 
mind well how lovely the red, gold hair 
of a young girl in waiting looked, with her 
flowing white robe. 

Before the day was over she had told 
me much of her Scottish love, and I had 
unburdened a Uttle of my longing for the 
moors, although naturally a close-mouthed 
man. 
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**He hath borne himself beyond the 
promise of his age.^^ 
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CHAPTER VI 

If one could always have danger and 
adventure time would pass quickly, but to 
eat out one's heart in idleness is trying to 
the soul. 

Fearing that the King had forgotten, 

and not daring to remind him, I waited 

with anxiety for the first day of June. 

We, faithful John and I, had made all 

preparation so that if opportunity came 

no time shoidd be lost in starting. The 

King had just issued the proclamation to 

preserve the partridges and small game 

from Westminster to St. Giles and on to 

Islington, so I was afraid that great af- 
(111) 
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fairs had crowded personal ones from his 
memory. 

Great was my happiness^ therefore, 
when a man in the Swing's Uvery came to 
my door, and my hand trembled as I 
broke the seal of the paper which gave 
me safe conduct — a, thousand pounds and 
a blessing on my suit. 

Little kindness had come into my life, 
and my eyes filled with sudden tears as I 
folded again the message of the King. 

My imcle came to bid me Gk)dspeed, and 
I then heard for the first time of the death 
of my uncle Mauger on his journey home. 
A poacher had wounded him to the death, 
but even in my sorrow, so selfish is youth, 
wonder came of the fate of my letter in 
the pouch. 
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Our journey, this lovely June, would be 
through a land of peace with no danger 
now from insurgents and we shoidd take 
it slowly, as I did not intend to enter the 
town until the Vigil of St. John Baptiste. 

At noon we started, John and I, and 
although I did not hear him say it, I am 
quite sure the faithful man was glad to 
turn his face toward the Yorkshire moors. 

We had been an hour on our journey 
and I turned and looked on London, won- 
dering when, and in what manner, I 
should see its spires again. A solitary 
horseman outlined against the sky was 
speeding after us, and so closely had I 
been connected with the Royal household 
I could be forgiven for the irresistible 
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thought^ they have sent for me^ I must 
return^ and my heart fell in consequence. 
My first impulse was to urge my horse^ 
whose speed I knew^ and trust that we 
might not be overtaken. The foolishness 
and futility of such a course came over 
me, so I reined in my steed, motioning 
John to do the same. Many thoughts 
passed through my mind as I waited im- 
patiently for the King's courier, for by 
this time I could tell his Uvery. He rode 
up and handed me another message from 
the King. Quickly I opened it and read: 
"Eeturn to the palace before two of the 
clock.'' What meant this summons, in 
what had I offended, and who would re- 
ceive my one red rose at the Fea^te of St. 
John Baptiste? 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE EINQ'8 WARD 116 

Hie time was short but the horses were 
fresh, and in a short time we were before 
the palace gates. 

For the second time I was conducted to 
the King's presence where something of 
importance seemed to be in the air. The 
most Honorable Privy Council of the 
King was in session, and as I knelt say- 
ing, you sent for me, sire, I heard the 
(General of Ordnance say, in his gruflf voice, 
^*he is too young for such a mission." 

The King heard too, but with the steely 
look in his eye which always came at op- 
position or covert criticism, he said: 

**We have recalled you that you may 
go on your way more speedily. It is 
necessary that a message shall be taken 
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to the dty of York." You have done wdl, 
let your discretion, loyalty and valor serve 
us again.'' Then touching me on the 
shoulder cried: ^^Bise up, Sir Charles 
Norton, the King's ward." 

I rose to my feet and, as if the added 
dignity had increased my years, I felt my 
pulses qui^ my nerves steady and my 
hand and head ready to serve to the death 
my Boyal guardian. 

My uncle Robert, having been thor- 
oughly instructed, told me to go back 
again to my old quarters and before night 
I should receive a package duly directed, 
which must be delivered to a certaiu per- 
son who would be in waiting at Mickle- 
gate Bar in the city of York. 
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This would necessitate a detour, but I 
had plenty of time before me. 

True to his word uncle Robert came to 
me by four o'clock, and cautioning me to 
guard well the package which he brought 
and again bidding me farewell he left me. 
I wondered, as I saw tears in his eyes, if 
he did not sometimes long for the York- 
shire moors. 

At sunset we again went forth and once 
more I looked back on London town. 

Stopping at the inns as night overtook 
us and resting in the shade by the side of 
a running brook when the noontide sun 
beat down on the road, we retraced the 
steps we had taken months before. 

It was noon, not many days later, when 
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we saw in the distance the Cathedral 
spires of York. I shuddered as I thought 
of the ghastly greeting which had met us 
before at Mickl^ate Bar^ and a nervous 
dread of hearing the rattle of dead men's 
bones came over me. 

As we neared the city all looked peaceful 
and I felt relieved to see only the grey 
stones of the towers of Micklegate Bar. 

As we rode into the city a man stepped 
forth from the shadow of the tower ; he 
was dressed richly and I could see the 
jewels of an eastern dagger flash beneath 
his cloak. 

A secret set of questions and answers 
had been agreed upon, and when he 
showed a certain ring I unhesitatingly 
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placed the package in his possession. 
With a scant *'good day" he rode off, 
and with a feeling of a good deed done, 
with Uttle danger too, we turned right 
merrily toward the Uttle inn where long 
ago I had left my uncle, the Prior. 

Hunger is a good sauce, and with a 
warm welcome from Appleyard, the host, 
I was well pleased to take a day or two 
for rest, as I was determined not to reach 
the Church of St. John Evangeliste until 
the Feaste of St. John Baptiste. It was 
the first night I had slept under cover 
since I left London, and the sun was high 
in the heavens before I opened my eyes. 
A low, curious .murmur seemed to come 
from the city so I dressed hurriedly and 
"went down into the lower room. 
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Plenty to eat was on the table but no 
one, not even John, in sight. A strange 
foreboding came over me as the murmur 
in the city rose and fell, but so strange a 
thing is habit, I sat down and ate full 
well. Throwing my cloak about me, al- 
though the day was warm, I went out 
into the street ; as I came into the great 
square in front of the Cathedral what was 
my horror to see a man being dragged 
through the streets on a hurdle. This, 
then was the murmur, the cruel and blood- 
curdling half roar of an enraged populace. 

The man's face I could not see but as 
they reached Micklegate Bar, for I fol- 
lowed, I saw him turn and fold his arms, 
his face was pale, but his voice was firm 
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as he said, ^^ I have offended God and the 
King, pray for me.'^ I looked on the scaf- 
fold, I looked on Bobert Aske, the leader 
of the Eevolutionists, and I turned and 
fled. 

It is only a coward who can stand and 
gaze on the death of a brave man on a 
scaffold. 

When we left York the following morn- 
ing we went out of our way so that our 
exit from the city should be through the 
Walmgate Bar. I could not bear to think 
of Robert Aske swinging to and fro on the 
creaking scaffold. On the hill we turned 
and as a shadow fell over the city, sud- 
denly, like a flash of lightning, the convic- 
tion came across me that in that little 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



122 ^^H» Kma'S WARD 

packet, I had so carefully guarded and 
brought to the gates of York, had been 
the death warrant of Robert Aske. 

Sadly I rode onward but youth is buoy- 
ant and ere another summer's sun had set 
my heart and mind were full of hope for 
the Feaste of St. John Baptiste. 
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Feaste of Sainte John Baptiste.^^ 
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CHAPTER Vn 

At Methley we had three days before 
us, and as I had determined not to reach 
the town before a certain time, we must 
rest perforce. 

It was the home of my kinsmen, the 
Saviles, and a fine welcome would have 
been our portion at Mexborougfa Castle, 
but we kept quietly at the Bed Horse 
Inn, waiting only for the time to pass 
— those threedays would have seemed but 
hours had I been in sight of the heads- 
man^s axe, but waiting for the Peaste of 
St. John Baptiste the sun stood stilL 
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It was the Vigil of St. John Baptiste. 
The twilight had not yet deepened into 
night as John and I stood at the foot of 
the hill before entering the town. No 
word had come from my letter, and I 
touched again the paper with the King's 
seal to reassure myself of the safety of 
the kindly message to the King's ward. 

We mounted the steep hill, and the wel- 
come to the King in London seemed re- 
produced here in miniature to one of the 
least of his subjects. 

Bonfires were blazing and the tables 
loaded with viands were tempting to two 
hungry men. 

Over each door were bunches of St. 
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John's wort and fragrant lillies; lights 
hung in the doorways and we could hear 
the sound of music. 

Folding our cloaks about us so that we 
should not be. recognized, for I had still a 
score to settle with Malham, we entered 
the Angel Inn. 

Rose, at the bar, suppressed an excla- 
mation as I put my finger to my lips, and 
ordering supper in a private room, I 
waited as best I could for the morning. 
I would ask no questions for it seemed to 
me that if disappointment must come I 
could bear it better at the altar of St. 
John Evangeliste. 

The festivities of the vigil had made the 
morning quiet, and I reached the church 
without recognition. 
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As I stood near the font I could see far 
down the street and almost to the hall. 

Surely I could not be mistaken. My 
heart bounded and then stood stilly as I 
watched a maiden, with a red rose in her 
hand, coming slowly toward the church. 
With sudden cowardice I stepped back 
into the shadow. 

The fresh breeze blew the curls about 
her forehead and brought the fresh color 
into her cheeks, as she stood for a mo- 
ment looking over the moors. 

She was the same — ^yet not the same. — 

No longer the shy, sweet girl I left in 
Skipton Castle, but a glorious woman 
whose soul shone through her eyes. 

With stately dignity she gave some in- 
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structions to the old verger, before she 
entered the church. 

I yearned to take her in my arms as she 
passed slowly down the aisle, pausing a 
moment at the Norton tomb, and when I 
heard her say, with a sob in her voice, as 
she laid the red rose on the altar : " Dear 
love, I have kept my tryst,'' I could hold 
my peace no longer. 

I am here, sweetheart, I have kept my 
faith, I cried. 

Her face went white and I caught her 
as she fell. 

What could I do but hold her close as 
she told how the little pouch had been 
brought to her stained with blood, mine 
as she believed until she heard my voice. 
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It had been rifled of its letter, but my 

unde, with a last kindly thought of me, 

had sought to send it to its destination. 

How long we stood there I know not. 

" How noiseless falls the foot of time, 
That only treads on flowers." 

We had turned from the altar ere I be- 
thought me of the package to be opened 
at the Feaste of Sainte John Baptiste. 
Slowly I broke the seal, fearing — I knew 
not what. 

In the box was an antique ring, en- 
graved with the Norton arms, and written 
on a bit of parchment 

"To the King's Ward 

from 

The Mother of Charles Norton. 

Parsque est meminisse doloris.^ 
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